TheTragedie 

But. Good fekh&jod faith : the faying did not hold, 

In him that did obied* the fame to thee : 

He was the wretched ft thing when he was yon*, 

So long s growing and fo leifurcly, 

, ^ That if this werearule,heiliou!d begracious. 

Csr. Why Mada me, fo no doubt he is. 

But. I hope fotoo,butyet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I bad beene rctnctr.bred 

I could hauegiuen my Vncles Grace a flout, iminc, 

That fliouldhaueneerercoucht his growth then he did 
But. How my prettic Vorke ? I pray thee let me hearc it. 
Tor. Marry they fay, that myVncle grew fo fait, 
alL That he could gnaw a cruft at two homes hold t 

Twas full two yeers ere I could get a tooth. 

•Cranam this would haue beene a prettic ieft. 

But. 1 pray thee prcttic Yorke,who told thee lo. 

Tor. Granam,his Nurfc. 

But. Why, (he was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwcre not (be,! cannot tell who told me. 
e?». A perilous boy : go too: youaretooflirewd# 

C7r. Good Madame be not angry with thc child. 

Pitchers haue earcs. Enter DorfeU 

Car. Here come s your fonne,Lord Marques Dcriet, 

What newes Lord Marques ? 

Bor. Such newes, my Lord, as grieues me to vnfold. 

£lu. How fares the Prince? y 

Bor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

But. What is the newes then* 

Bor. Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray, arc fent to Pomfrct, 
With them, Sir Thomas V aughan,prifoncrs. 

But. Who hath committed them ? 

Bor. The mightie Dukes, Gloceftcr and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence? 

Bor. The fumme ofsll I can,! hauedifclofed : 

Why, or for whatthefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

JjTt Ay me,! ftethedowncfallofoQr houfe, 

The Tyger now hath ceazdthc gentle Hindc ? 
lofului^tyrannie begins to ict, 
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of Richard the third » 

Vpon the ianbccntand Jawlefle rhroane : 

Welcome dcftruiftion, death and malfacm 
IfeeasinaMappe the end of all. 

But. Accurfcd and vnquietwrangling dales, 

How many ofyou haue mmeeycs beheld i 
My husband loft his life to get the crownc, 

And ofren vp and downc my fonnes were toft, 

For me to ioy and weepe thcjrga/neand Ioffe, 

And being featcd,and domefticke broyles 
Cleane oucrblown,thcmfc!ues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon <hemfelucs,bJood againft blood 
Selfe again (1 felfe,0 prepoftcrous 
Andfrantickc outrage, end thy. dam-ned fplccne, ^4 
Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

JZl, Come, come, my boy,wewillto Sancftuarie. 

But. Ilegoaiongwithyou, 

Qu. Y ou haue no caufe. . 

Car. My Gracious Ladie,go. 

And thither bearc your rreafureand your goods. 

For my part, Me refigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I kcepe,and fo betide to tne 4 
As well I tender you,and all ofyours: 

Come, He conduct you to the fanftuarie. Exeunt. 

I be Trumpets found. Enter ysngP rince,the Dukes of 

Gloceftcr, and Buckingham, Cardinally. (ber • 

Buc. Welcome fwectc Prirce to London to your charm' 
Glo. We Icome de..ic Cofen my thoughts foueraigne 
The wearie way hath made you melancholic. 

Prin. No Vndc,bufourcrolf.soi) the way, 

Haue made it tedious, ivearifome, and heauie s 
I want more.Vnclei here to welcome me. 

Glo. S weet Prince, the vntainted vertueofyouryeteres 
HiLhnotyetdiucd into the worldsdeceit; 
fo Nor more can you diflinguiO; ofaman, 

Then of his outv/ard fliew, which God lie knowes 
Seldomeorncueriumpeth with the heart, 

Thole V 11 c les which you want, were dangerous 
Your Grace attended to their fug red words 
Bat lookt not on the poyfon oftheir hearts^ 


Qocf' 


